232                 THE SEEING OF INDIA

Do I want to see cantonments and capitals, soldiers at work
or play, councils and governors at work, semi-bogus parlia-
ments discussing details even more feebly than at West-
minster?   Very interesting things to see, and if you can see it
with the eye of one Abereigh MacKay, long since dead, but
whose humour lives, and with him can laugh as we some-
times still do, to our shame, at the Cee-Aye-Ees (Companions
of the most eminent order of the Indian Empire), and see
good polo and bad cricket, well and good.   Do you want to
see some of the history of India, the great Buddhist remains,
and see where Gautama Siddartha taught The Way', and
seek, as the pilgrims sought, the cdeer park* and the Boddhi
tree?   Do you want to see the great carved rock temples of
Hindu reformation and recreation as Buddhism faded from
the land, the temples carved with great curved dairymaids,
and dancing girls who dance with breasts like towers, for the
glory'of Krishna and other incarnations of the great God of
All?   Do you want to see the stately remains of Islam, or the
great mosques that remain to this day?   Do we want to see
the Seven Cities of Delhi and the Great Eighth?   Do we
want to see the 'gloomy portals9 of the Khaiber, the mighty
Indus, and the rugged outline of the Mountains of Solomon,
or the ruins of the great city where Alexander tarried a
while, and the remains of the Greek Kingdoms with their
two hundred mints?

Or would you like to see the peoples in their villages,
the great canals that British engineers have made from the
waters of the five rivers, the great canal colonies with their
sturdy soldier sons, and see millions and millions of acres
of ripening wheat, and thousands of miles of canals with
shady avenues alongside, for the sight of the living is
better than a sight of tabernacles of the dead? Or the
Deccan villages in the land that depends on rain, with
the ruined bastions that once kept Mahratta and Pindari
spearmen from carrying off their girls? The villages where
the most beautiful of all the prakrits is talked, the prakrits
that once were Sanskrit, the dialect that tells the story of